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Beauties sing in their own language songs and carols passing sweet;

Each of those who gracious danceth, sooth a heavenly houii she.

Twelve the Bans, the sons of Bans, who 'fore thee drain the golden bowl;

Eighteen skinkers grace this banquet: fair a life is this, perdiel

All begirt with golden sashes, all yclad in gold brocade,

Golden caps upon their tresses, bare their arms for all to see.

Honey yea, and sugar, sweetmeats, likewise dates full moist and fresh,l

Many diverse dainty comfits for refection eke there be.

Many a wastel-cake with milk and sugar kneaded sweet is here,

Over which are freshest almonds ranged like columns orderly.

Here are apples, pears, and oranges untold of many a kind,

Nuts and grapes, jujubes 2 and apricots, and herbs of fiagrancy.

Lo, before thee sons of Bans with hands in reverence folded stand.

Yea, thy banquet-place is Paradise, thy stead the flowery lea.

Purest wine, sev'n years in bottle, sooth a ruby bright of ray,

Handed by a skinker silvern midst the toper-company.

0  thou youthful Prince, O Jem, to pass one joyous night with those
Midst of fair delice weie sweeter than aught else on earth to thee.

Khusrev, let thy heait be merry, yield thee ever to liesse,
For at last must earth's fair palace fall in ruins, woe is me!
They who rule o'er this world's kingdoms, whether East or whether West,
Be they Solomons or Alexanders, naught but guests they be.
He alone is King, unto whose Being cometh ne'er decline,
He the Mighty, the Creator, He, the Everlasting, He!
His it was to bid the world arise with but one single word,
His 'twill be again with but one word to bid it cease to be.
Pray to Mustafa3 that God have ruth upon those youths who lie
Bounden in the Frankish dungeons, that His grace may set them free.*

Go thy way, O Bayezfd, & and take thy joyance of thy lot;
Should they tell thee empire bideth, learn thou 'tis a lie from me!

1  These things were eaten as appetizers when wine was drunk.

2  cUnnab, i. e.  the fruit of the jujube-tree (the zizyphus); it is pulpy and
resembles a small plum, but is rather elongated in shape. It is red in colour,
and the henna-stained fingers  of a beauty are often compared to it by the
Eastern poets.

3  Mustafa, i. e. the Prophet. (See vol. i, p. 244, n. I.)

4  It is  impossible  to say to whom this refers; there may have been some
Turkish prisoners of war in the hands of the Fianks of Nice when Jem and
his followers were in that town.

5  Here the Sultan is addressed.